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ZAPPA: a joy to hear 


Praise be! 
At least 

Purple are 
nice guys 


DEEP PURPLE have been in and out of Los Angeles 
for over a week now, occasionally sallying forth to 


do concerts in other parts of the West. 


They had a press conference here last week which was far too 
early—10.30 in the morning—and attended by a bare quorum of 
Hollywood press people. The group was wonderful, but as usual our 
local press corps displayed an unflagging capacity to ask stupid 


questions. 


I thought they were stupid, but Deep Purple answered politely and even 


(for that hour) wittily. 


Jon Lord talked about his concerto which the group will perform at / 
Hollywood Bowl with the Los Angeles Philharmonic; the two Ians chatted 


a bit and the other two Purple said almost nothing. 


With the group was Ernest Fleishmann, director of the Hollywood Bowl, 
who had a few pithy remarks about music in general, Jon and Ernest got 
along quite well, agreeing that classical/rock music shouldn’t be a gimmick 


—contrived as an artificial “integration.” 


I was much more impressed with the group’s personality and intelligence 
than with their music, which has so far left me emotionally untouched. 
Thank goodness they’re not ‘‘serious” about rock musi 


pretension when it’s based on limited talent. 


PRANK Zappa is really 
neat, He wears funny 
suspenders, jumps up and 
down, and tells the audience 
to sit down when they stand 
ae He says funny things and 
plays great music, I’m 
tempted to write him a fan 
letter but I won't. 

Frank and his new 
Mothers, at the Santa Monica 
Civic, were a joy to hear and 
behold. Ex-Turtles — Mark 
Vollman and Howard Kaylan 
were vocally fine and physi- 
cally outrageous (Mark divest- 
ing himself of his jacket, then 
tie, then shirt. 

They did a reworked (with 
lyrics) version of “200 
Motels” which chronicled 
the itinerant musician’s never- 
ending search for willing 


groupies—the American way 
of life, folks, brought to you 
with hysterical ravings and 
appropriately lewd gestures. 
They were just delightful, all 
of them. 

The only “old” Mother 
was Jan Underwood on 
piano. Aynsley Dunbar won 
the best-looking prize. 
Organist was a big black 
man I didn’t recognise. Jeff 
Simmons was on bass, with 
ie strangest hair and bare 
ect, 


pDAv!D Ackles is actually 
at the Troubadour, Did 
you know that Ackles has 
performed in England more 
than in L.A., his home town? 
I_ don’t. know who forced 
him in front of an audience 


I can't bear 


at_ last, but I’m grateful. 
With him is Elton John, 
whose album is worshipped 
by a few and unknown by 
the masses. 

Who is the girl in the New 
Seekers? I just heard, “What 
Have They Done To My 
Song?” and I love it. 

I just heard that Led 
Zeppelin will be in L.A. 
while I'm in London. Lucked 
out again! So far I’ve man- 
aged to avoid Iron Butterfly, 
and with a bit of care and 
footwork, I may be spared 
the ponderous Zeppelin. 

Just for laughs I watched 
Ed Sullivan show on 
Jast Sunday, my bi-annual 
effort to see what the rest of 
the world calls “entertain- 
ment.” 
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